Decay
Author: ChimpanA (https://archiveofourown.org/users/ChimpanA/pseuds/ChimpanA)

Notes:
This is an alternative take on the Decay Route that's yet to come as of writing.
This story assumes you have played the game and saw the route associated.
Please support Nemlei by buying the game on Steam.

Chapter 1: Trust
Chapter Text
"Good morning, Andy." Ashley said as Andrew groggily opened his eyes. She was staring at him with a smile on her lips for who knows for how long. Andrew didn't respond, he just yawned and got up.

"Sorry... I meant Andrew." She muttered. Andrew knew better, she was once again trying to push his buttons.

"Good morning, Ashley." Andrew gave her a fake smile.

"Any nightmares you want to talk about?" She asked expectantly.

"Nah, they're getting better lately."

Ashley was sad to hear it. If this kept up, he wouldn't need her anymore and the vision she had may come true. If he kept pulling away, they might end up killing each other.

"I see... I'm famished." She said, changing the topic abruptly. "What shall we eat today?"

"How about we go to that bistro from yesterday?" He questioned while changing his shirt.

"Blergh. That food was horrible. Even I could whip up something better."

"We're not coming back to that pancake house. You're already getting too pudgy."

"Excuse the hell out of me if I want to eat good after months of starvation." She exclaimed angrily.

She was expecting him to retort, however Andrew just looked at her like he was talking to a spoiled child. "Well, we have money. Just tell me where you want to go." He replied dryly. She didn't like that at all; he had been like this for a while now. Where was the Andy that retorted her? Where was the Andy that spoiled her reluctantly?

"Nevermind, I'm not hungry." She spoke while looking down. Andrew had the impulse of comforting her, but for some reason he couldn't point his finger to, he remained silent.

"Great. We have a full day ahead of ourselves. Let's get ready." He said in the same uncaring tone.

They were stalking a member of the cult, who also happened to be an executive of a certain company. Ashley first saw him in a vision where the siblings were caught sneaking into a cultist private meeting. He recognized them and ordered the others to slit Andrew's throat, they then used his blood to make the summoning circle and symbols. Shortly thereafter, they tried sacrificing Ashley to their demon lord.

Ashley told her brother she died right after that, but in truth, the demon didn't come at their request. Ashley then called for it, and all the people on the reunion fell. She was the sole survivor, but without her precious Andy, what would be the point?

"Do we really need to? We already know enough about his family's schedule. We already have a plan." Ashley complained

They did have a plan. The siblings would kidnap his two children and use them as blackmail to discover everything he knew about the Graves, and then they'd kill him.

"Yeah? And how do you propose we get to his children? We have to think these things through."

"His older son seems like a total loser. The type to fawn over any woman who gave him a crumb of attention..."

Andrew could see where this was going.

"No way in hell!" Andy exclaimed.

"Is that jealousy that I'm seeing?" She retorted with a smug face.

Andrew took a moment to answer but soon blurted out: "No... You're right. That may work. I give you too little credit sometimes. We'll have to do it as we capture the younger one, though, it's a two person job."

Ashley did not like this answer. In her mind, He wasn't supposed to go on with it. "Well, I'm glad you recognize my genius." She said, not wanting to lose face. "And isn't one enough? What kind of parent wouldn't lose their shit after their son went missing?"

"Our parents." Andrew replied.

Ashley laughed. "Shit, I guess you're right."

"Thankfully, their family doesn't seem to be like ours. Your plan might work. And you have the amulet to make sure it does." The lad tried to encourage her.

"I guess... So we're doing it today?" Ashley asked.

"Why not?" Andrew shrugged. "Take a nap, see if a vision comes or not."

Ashley gazed at him. He didn't look anxious. That's how she knew something was wrong. She merely nodded. "Would you hold my hand as I do?”

"Sure."

Ashley laid on the bed with her eyes closed and raised her hand towards her brother. Andrew grasped it dearly. "Andrew... Do you remember when I was upset that none of those snot-nosed boys in my class gave me a valentine's day card?"

"I do." He reminisced. "You wouldn't stop asking if you were not pretty enough."

"And do you remember the card you wrote me?"

"Yeah, it was my first poem."

"Do you remember how it went?"

"I don't, it has been a long time." Andrew said after pretending to think about it.

"I wish I got it before we left. It was still in our room, somewhere."

"Too bad... I would like to see it too."

"I'm happy you did that... Thank you, Andrew."

Andrew watched his sister drift asleep, his hand onto hers. He then called for her faintly and after she didn't answer, he got up and out of their room. He took out his phone and a cigarette. He lightened one as he dialed on the other.

"It's me... Can we meet?" He spoke with a resolute tone.


Chapter 2: Love
Chapter Text
Julia was in a diner, her fingers drumming the table non-stop. She was clearly nervous, as she drank off her glass of water while consuming sips tiny enough for a small bird. The waiter had come once already and the girl said she didn't want anything. Julia hadn't yet had breakfast and wanted to order, but her stomach was twisting and turning in anticipation.

Andrew walked in and saw his former girlfriend almost instantly. He approached then seated on the side opposite of hers. "Andrew... I can't believe you're really alive..." She said meekly.

Andrew was smiling heartily, he almost couldn't get any words out. He was all too happy she actually came.

"I'm so sorry... I felt so bad when I heard about the fire..." Julia continued.

"It's fine." He said while his smile diminished. "If I were in your situation, I would've probably done the same." He assured her.

Julia smiled, just before tears welled up in her eyes. "I'm so happy you're alive" She said with a heart melting grin on her lips. They sat silent for a moment, just enjoying the moment. It's like the breakup never happened.

"I missed you so much..." He said, sharing her mood. "I never thought I'd see you again."

"I thought the fire killed everyone in your building..."

"Well, it didn't. And they would keep me quarantined again if they knew, so I appreciate you not saying anything." Andrew spoke.

"I've read up on that." She said, now a serious expression on her face. "Say... Did you know things like that have been happening all over the country?"

Of course Andrew realized that already, but he had an objective, and he didn't want the conversation to be about this.

"Julia... Would you like to take a stroll with me?" She was caught off guard.

"Where to?" She asked.

"I just want to enjoy a little nature." He lied. "I've been getting claustrophobic since the quarantine, you see?" Andrew said while looking around, acting a bit nervous

Julia thought for a brief moment. She quickly decided she could trust him. "Sure... I'll be happy to." The girl said while gazing at him with timid eyes.

Andrew got up which stopped the waiter from coming over to take their order. He stretched his hand out to her and she took it. The two left the diner holding hands, both cheerful at the prospect of finally spending time with each other. On the other side of the street however, someone was not so happy. Ashley was using the same disguise she used to stalk the cult member of interest. She saw them holding hands, and a white fury began to bubble up.

Andrew was asking a lot about what happened since they parted ways, listening intently about the mundane news of her little world as they walked over a trail that crossed a wooded area. For a moment, he felt normal, he felt like he could leave it all behind. Of course he couldn't, his newer wounds ran too deep. It wasn't the life he deserved, and he knew that already.

Julia was ecstatic to be able to talk to him again. She believed he was finally back in her life, and cherished this feeling purely. She had been afraid of asking about his sister though, given their... Let's say their complicated past.

Andrew led Julia through a path she never went before, but she barely noticed. Julia did feel like he was becoming ever so anxious, but before that lingering feeling could turn into proper worry, they arrived at her destination. It was no different than any other part of this desolate grove. But Andrew did say "We're here." Andrew looked at her in the eyes, his smile now had become a frown filled with grim determination.

"This is the place where she was buried." Andrew told solemnly

Julia gasped at the sudden change of tone. "What do you mean? Is Ashley buried here?"

"Nina." He retorted, not wavering.

Julia's eyes became filled with terror. "What?"

"That’s where she was found."

"Why... Why are you telling me this? How could you possibly know-" Julia asked, mortified.

"Because I'm tired of running away." Andrew cut her off as he took out a pocket knife. "I want you to bring her retribution." He approached the bewildered girl and placed the knife gently on her hand.

"Andrew... You can't be serious..."

"I'm the one who killed her. You must make this my grave as well." Andrew removed all doubt she might have, while still staring directly at her eyes.

Julia looked down... Holding the weapon Andrew just gave her. "Andrew... I can't... I won't!" She screamed.

"It has to be you! No one else went through what you-"

"It was her, wasn't it!?" Julia yelled with glinting eyes.

Andrew lost his composure for the first time in this conversation.

"It was Ashley's doing, wasn't it?" She shouted once more.

"No, it wasn't." He exclaimed. "It's my fault-"

"Andrew... I kinda figured." She said while looking away. "You acted so strangely everytime the topic came up, and your sister always brought Nina up out of nowhere." She looked into his eyes, tears streaming down her face. "Tell me what happened." Julia commanded. "I know this isn't you, it couldn't be."

Andrew sat down on the dirt, his eyes now averted hers. He told Julia everything that happened that day, right down to the fact that he was the one who ultimately locked her up in the box. Julia listened intently, hanging onto every word. At the very end, Andrew sounded defeated. He couldn't bring himself to look at his confidant. Julia approached and Andrew prepared to feel the sharp pain of a knife puncturing his neck. She however only hugged him.

"You don't see it, do you?" Julia said, perhaps giving him too much leeway. "Your sister is no good for you."

"That's wrong. I'm the one who-"

"Ask yourself, where did all these horrible ideas come from?" Julia said solemnly "Who's the one who had to live with the guilt?" Julia hugged him tighter "Who's the one who's here right now, prepared to die for what they’ve done?"

For the first time in his life, Andrew felt truly loved. The real terrible him was out there, and she was willing to forgive him, without asking something in return. Of course he couldn't prove she would call the police on him as soon as it's over, though he felt he could trust the warmth behind her words.

"Please don't..." He stammered. "I don't deserve this."

"Well, too bad. It's my decision." She comforted while Andrew cried like he only did before in front of Ashley. Julia held him all the while. She was still unaware of what they did in the apartment and their parents’ house, but he had a feeling that he could still be salvaged. He had a feeling he wasn't all bad. He tasted hope for once in his life.

Julia looked at him and said sternly. "It's Ashley who deserves punishment, not you."

Andrew listened to her words, and a new fear instilled onto him: the amulet. Everything they do against her could be foreseen.

"Julia... Don't do anything to her, I beg you."

"What?" She was once again caught off guard.

"There's something with her... Something bad." He trailed off. "I have to get it out of her hands before we do anything."

"Andrew, you're scaring me." She said.

"You don't understand what she's capable of..." He was scared.

Julia looked at him. Panicked as he was, there would be no arguing. Maybe he was talking about some kind of evidence of their crime Ashley was holding over him? "Okay... I won’t do anything." She complied softly.

"Okay, listen to me. I'll wait for her to sleep and then I'll get it from her. I will be back as soon as I can, I promise you."

They shared a kiss, brief as it may have been.

"I will be waiting for you..." Julia said, earnestly.


Chapter 3: Betray
Chapter Text
Andrew arrived at the motel room, ready for a huge argument. He knew he would have to make excuses and eventually submit; he obviously couldn’t tell Ashley the truth. And the worst was: he didn't know what she knew. What could she have seen on that morning's vision? He knew the only visions that meant something up until now have been about imminent death. So as long as he doesn't kill her she won't see anything, right? Of course, it wasn't that easy. Andrew wasn’t sure of the rules, maybe she saw something unrelated that still revealed what he had done? That thought scared him. He needed it to be a meaningless vision. Most were, thus he was counting on it.

To his surprise, the motel room was empty. Andrew quickly gathered the stolen cellphone and called Ashley, who had apparently gone out. He had been avoiding doing so, since it was their parent’s and he feared the calls might be somehow traced or listened in. Right now, however, he had no choice.

"Hey there, Andy." Ashley picked up cheerfully after 4 rings

"Ashley, where are you?"

"I could ask you the same thing." She spoke in a mocking tone.

"I'm at the motel room. I left today to make a last minute stakeout."

"Without telling me? And you left before I would see if everything would be okay? When did you become such a risk taker?" She asked, maintaining the same happiness in her voice.

"I'm sorry. I didn't want you to flirt with some good for nothing teenager." Andrew did speak the truth, somewhat. "I know it's childish of me, but I sought another way..."

"You're so protective of your little sister. I'm blushing." She teased once more.

"Yeah, yeah.” He dismissed her provocations. “Where are you?"

"I am getting a bite to eat. You know what? I'll bring you something; I'll be there in about an hour." She said in a sing-song voice, which her brother imagined to be due to his supposed overprotection making her giddy.

"One hour? Where the fuck did you go?"

"I'm just enjoying myself with the money my deadbeat brother left behind." Ashley responded, a clear hint of anger in her voice.

"Sorry... I should've told you where I was going."

"But you didn't. You might have had a fine enough reason, but don't ever dare to do that again." She hangs up.
Andrew sighed. He laid on his still unused bed and looked up at the ceiling. He had cried like a bitch in front of his girlfriend, and she still wanted to be with him. “She's really a saint, that one.” The lad was tired from all the walking and weeping and thought it would be best to take a nap. He had to be on his best behavior so Ashley wouldn't suspect a thing, after all.

Andrew did drift asleep pretty fast for how anxious he was. He didn’t know how much time had passed since he began his dreamless sleep, as he only came to when Ashley woke him up by rocking him back and forth. She was wearing new clothes, which made her brother immediately grief over the waste of money she must have made.

"So... What do you think?" Ashley questioned as she pouted her lips in a kissing gesture.

Andrew looked at the time and ascertained that three hours had passed since he took that nap. "You look nice." He answered groggily.

"Nice? How about hot? Beautiful? The girl of your dreams?" She retorted.

"Well, I do like the hat" He said in a joking manner, pointing at her new beret. Thinking about it, he felt he had seen it before.

"Yeah, real smooth." She chastised. "Here, I brought you a burger."

"Didn't you listen when I said no unhealthy foods?"

"Oh? That was you? I thought it was a brother who didn't abandon me that said that." She gave him a hamburger, wrapped in a paper bag.

"Good grief, this looks awful." Andrew complained. "Where did you get those?"

"It's from a ‘make-your-burger’ kinda place. I thought you'd like it."

Andrew took a bite. A familiar taste filled his mouth. He began chewing, trying to discern what exactly he was tasting while Ashley took another one from the paper bag and started eating. Andrew looked at her content expression and then it finally hit him.

"Ashley... Where did you get those burgers?" He inquired once again, his eyes now wide open.

"Your girlfriend's place." She smiled heartily.

Andrew became pale as a sheet. His hands started to tremble as he realized what he had been eating. His stomach churned as he realized he wouldn't get to the bathroom in time. He made a run for it, but his hand was not enough to stop the flow, and vomit covered the path he crossed hastily.

"What a waste of good meat." Ashley said uncaringly as she bit her meal once more.

Andrew threw up as much as he could. When he finished, only gastric juice would come out. His head was dizzy and cold sweat ran through his body. The young man jumped up from his kneeling position in an unexpected burst of energy.

"What did you do?" Andrew interrogated indignantly.

"I didn't get a vision this morning, I followed you." She explained. "And if you want to be with that hussy for the rest of your life, I just found a way to make it work."

Andrew lost his mind. He violently started looking for his cleaver, stumbling and throwing things around as he did and screaming all the while. He finally found it, a task much harder when in the middle of a psychotic episode. But as soon as he held the weapon, Andrew heard a distinct metal click. Ashley was pointing her gun at him.

"I already saw how this ended and didn't like it." She spoke. "Don't take but a step further, and drop your cleaver."

Andrew fell down on the ground and started crying uncontrollably. The despair in his voice as a requiem for the deceased.

"How pathetic! You weren't like this when Nina died, you weren't like this when our parents died, but now you are... And because of that bitch!? Gimme a break!" Ashley screamed at the broken man.

Her words seemed to turn his volume down, as now he was sobbing uncontrollably.

"I'll tell you what we're going to do." Ashley takes off the beret she got from Julia's closet, revealing a hardened blood splatter on her hair. "You are going to finish the food I brought you, then we're going out." Andrew kept his head on the ground, not uttering a word in response.

"I will shoot, Andrew! Don't you think I won't!" His sister threatened.

Andrew's grief subsided as his life preservation instincts prevailed. He got up, now a demoralized husk. He had no reason to live and yet he was afraid.

"Eat the rest of the burger, Andy!" She commanded angrily.

Andrew couldn’t respond, which made Ashley livid.

"Fine. We're going for a drive."


Chapter 4: Together
Notes:
(See the end of the chapter for notes.)

Chapter Text
Two days had passed since the altercation in the motel room. Ashley took Andrew to an abandoned warehouse, the very same place they played hide-and-seek all those years ago. Andrew had both his arms handcuffed and was deprived of both food and water. His thirst was beginning to exceed the limits he thought possible. The lad wouldn't last long.

"Good morning, Andy." Ashley entered the warehouse with a basket in hand. "Ready to feed?"

Andrew looked at her grinning smug face. He should have killed him when he had the chance. Otherwise, he should have let her shoot him dead.

She took out the hamburger Andrew left on the motel room floor, and tried guiding it into his mouth.

"Say aaaaahhhhh."

Andrew remained still, quiet as a grave.

"I told you already, Andy." Ashley reprimanded him. "I'll give you water once you finish your lunch."

She put her forehead against his, an act of intimacy, on her mind at least.

"It'd be so much easier if you followed everything I said..." She frowns. "That hussy really did a number on you, didn't she?"

Andrew answered her with silence.

"I just want you to be happy with me, Andy. Just like in the good old days." Ashley said, running her hand through his hair.

Yet again he failed to answer.

"Fine, be that way!" Ashley exclaimed. "I'll be in the next aisle if you need me."

Five hours went by without so much as a peep coming from Andrew. His lips were impossibly dry and his breath was like the desert's wind. He'd been thinking about chewing at his shoulder so he could drink the blood. An idiotic idea to be sure, but he was running on fumes. He began to drift asleep, his only escape in this torturous situation. “Maybe this time I won't wake up at all.” That's what he was hoping for.

A dream plagued his sleeping mind where he was a child in their old apartment. He was watching TV, which was displaying nothing but static. Accompanying him, there was a girl he couldn't see the face of. They were holding hands with their fingers interlocked. Andrew tried to discern who it was, but it was to no avail. Her face was unnaturally shadowed.

"Julia... Is that you?" He inquired.

"hARdlY." A demonic voice answered as the girl turned to him. Her face was obscured by a shadowy mass and three red eyes overimposed onto it.

"What are you?" Andrew asked, scared.

"aShLEy wasN'T tHe OnlY onE wHO MaDe a deAl WitH tHe dEviL, reMemBER?" The girl raised her thumb, showing him a bleeding cut.

Andrew looked at his own hand, he also had one. Then, the boy felt something dripping on his face like tears. A quick inspection revealed it to be blood smeared in front of his eyes. He was remembering the blood pact.

"You chose me." The girl speaks in Leyley's voice.

"What did I know back then? I was just a child!" He replied, distressed.

"anD YEt, it Is BinDiNG" the girl replied coldly "YoU muSt SeE it ThROugh tHe EnD."

"I can't! Not after everything she made me do!" Andrew cried in response.

"Oh that's rich. I only gave suggestions, Andy. Everything you did, you did it at your own accord." The girl replied mimicking Ashley's voice.

"No I didn't! You are just manipulating me again!" Andrew screamed.

"Or maybe you wanted this." The girl climbed on Andrew's lap. And approached her darkened face close to his. "You always wanted me, Andy dear. You know it. Everything you did was so you could have me, wasn't it?" Ashley's voice became soft and seductive. "Your heart aches for me."

Andrew could smell Ashley's scent, as that faceless fiend caressed his neck with its one free hand, as the other was still gripping his tightly, a reminder he couldn’t escape.

"It's so easy to pretend you're a victim." The fiend continued. "But we both know better. You killed Nina, you killed that guard, you killed mom and dad. And every step of the way, you knew you were doing it for me."

Andrew closes his eyes, thinking about what to say. He decided to pretend she wasn’t there, just as he was doing while awake. That was when he felt cold. The hand he was holding no longer emanated any heat. With a gulp, he opened his eyes.

The girl was gone and Julia, pale as death, was now seated in her place. She was inches from his face. "If you didn't try to run away, I'd still be alive..."

Andrew was now in a full blown panic attack. He woke up in a sweat, an all too common reaction to his nightmares. Ashley rushed into the aisle he was imprisoned in as he screamed and rocked back and forth as much as the handcuffs would allow.

"Are you okay?" She seemed genuinely worried.

Andrew looked down, avoiding her gaze once more.

His sister rolled her eyes, and prepared to go back, when he finally spoke up.

"A flower for a beautiful flower. And a poem, so I may awe her. Won't you be me valentine today? My dearest Leyley." He recited.

"You did remember!" She smiled and hugged her brother warmly. "And it's so cute, too."

"It sucks." He said with a smile on his lips that didn't reach his eyes. "Today doesn't rhyme with Leyley."

"Whatever, I liked it." She placed an affectionate kiss on his cheek.

"I'm sorry, Leyley." He claimed with a defeated demeanor. "I won't run away again."

"I love what I'm hearing…" Ashley said. "But I'll need proof."

Andrew knew what was coming. Ashley went to get the same hamburger she had been trying to feed him for these last two days. She pushed it into his mouth, and he chewed. It was old and stale, but not yet spoiled. The meat was dry, the bread was hard, and the cheese was rubbery. It was disgusting in more ways than one. Summoning the courage to swallow that sickening mass was harder than masticating, but soon enough Andrew ate it all. Ashley was sure to make it so he wouldn't leave a crumb. Her brother was obviously not happy. In his face appeared a dreadful expression only someone who's dead inside can muster. Yet he didn't complain, he resigned himself to his fate.

"Good boy!" Ashley praised. "Now remember, if you try anything stupid, you'll get shot." She inserted the key in his handcuffs, freeing him at last.

"Now, we're going to make some vows." She continued speaking.

"You mean like get married?" Andrew asked as he reached for the bottle of water Ashley put just beyond his reach, in order to provoke him.

"I guess." She shrugged. "Consider it an addendum on our original arrangement."

"Okay, I'll do it." He said with no enthusiasm in his voice after he chugged the water bottle.

Ashley brought him to the side of a familiar crate. One that was unused for years.This object was a source of nightmares for Andrew since that fateful day, and yet, he didn't so much as flinch while going near it. All this turmoil was what he deserved, it was where his choices led him.

"Now repeat after me: I, Andy, promise to not only love and stay with my sister here and forevermore, but also not bother with anyone else." Ashley said in a tone that indicated she memorized it.

"I, Andy, promise to not only love and stay with my sister here and forevermore, but also not bother with anyone else." He repeated.

She cut her thumb with the same pocket knife Andrew intended to end his life with. She was about to hand him the knife, when she realized he might use it to stab her.

"Give me your hand" Ashley commanded and Andrew obeyed. She cut his thumb as well, and once again the siblings shared from each other's blood.

"What is your name?" Ashley asked expectantly.

"Andy..." Andrew answered, knowing what she was hoping to hear.

"Oh, my sweet brother, we'll finally be together forever!" She pounced on him, guiding his lips towards hers. Ashley's tongue started tasting Andrew's. He closed his eyes, but otherwise barely answered her affection. One of her hands ran through his back, the other...

BANG! A point-blank shot pierced Andrew's stomach. Ashley had used her free hand to shoot him. He looked at her, as confused as he could, and she answered with a sad gaze.

"I can't trust you, Andy." She said as he fell to the ground. "Who knows when you'll get tired of me again and try to leave with another tramp? This is the only way for us to end up together..."

Andrew realized giving up was for naught. He could barely hear her sister over the ringing in his ears due to the proximity of the shot, but he didn't feel he needed to. The lad knew that was what he deserved. If there was a heaven, he wouldn't get to see it. Andrew closed his eyes, waiting for the pain to lessen as blood left his body

He could feel Ashley's hands holding his as he drifted to a slumber he wouldn't wake from. He thought of many things as he bled out, some good, most bad. The conclusion was clear: "I wish I was never born."

Ashley didn't cry as she watched his anguished face ease up and his lungs stop working. She hugged Andy's lifeless body, placing his head between her chests.

"Oh... My Andy..." Ashley lamented.

She removed his clothes, and then she used the pocket knife to cut out a small portion of his arm. It was a lot chewier than cooked meat, but she didn't take long to swallow. They were now one.

Ashley used all her strength to put Andy's body inside the crate, and then removed her own clothes. She stepped into the crate with him, and closed the lid.